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THE MOON IS A MIRROR 

A SENSE OF HUMOR 
Spoken by the Author in his own person 




O man should stand before the moon, 
To make sweet song thereon, 
With dandified importance, 
His sense of humor gone. 



Nay, let him don the motley cap, 
The jester's chastened mien, 
If he would woo that looking-glass 
And see what should be seen. 

O mirror on fair Heaven's wall! 
We find there what we bring; 
So let us smile in honest part, 
And deck our souls, and sing. 

[119] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Yea, by the chastened jest alone 
Will ghosts and terrors pass; 
And fays, and merry friendly things 
Throw kisses through the glass. 

THE SOUL OF THE GAMBLER 

Where now the huts are empty, 
Where never a camp-fire glows, 
In an abandoned canon 
A gambler's ghost arose. 

He muttered there, "The moon's a sack 
Ofdu$t." His voice rose thin: 
"I wish I knew the miner man; 
I'd play, and play to win. 

"In every game in Cripple Creek 
Of old, when stakes were high, 
I held my own. Now I would play 
For that sack in the sky. 

"The sport would not be ended there. 
'Twould rather be begun. 
I'd bet my moon against His stars, 
And gamble for the Sun." 

WHAT THE MINER IN THE DESERT SAID 

The moon's a brazen water-keg, 
A wondrous water-feast. 
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